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*Jly dear sir—” 

l>r. Sperry tine.) his finger lips together 
with areful precision before he continued. 

■ My d-ar sir. it is one of the strange 
cast s. but it does not stand alone in the 
!• >r<ls. I have known of others, a few. 
quite I-arall--!. There Is only the one treat¬ 
ment." 

"And that?" interrupted the little man 
opposite, haggard with anxiety. 

"Is the one I have prescribed all along. 
There is no change." 

Tin liitit man. Marshall Graham, got on 
to his feet and began to puce the tloor with 
r.rvous little runs. He plunged his hands 
in his pockets to hide their trembling. 

"We must humor her still, doctor?" he 
asked. "Yon mean that?" 

“You must humor her still—I mean that. 
1 m.-;ui Just that. Humor her—humor her. 
lb lievc what she believes—If you can. If 
you can’t, make behove. I tell you—" 

Tn- titled ting, r tip.- parted and the 
shapely white hands came down resound¬ 
ingly on ihe learned doctor's knee*. 

I Ml you, Graham. you've got to do it 
it you’d save her. It's the only way in a 
• use like h rs. and. good Lord. man. 
haven't | been studying these cases forty 
J' 1 irs" I tell you- 1—tell—you—" 

•"e long forefinger timed the words on 
tin other palm. The doctor's face was 
solemn. 

Sue—must—lie— humored! Any rude shock 
—^'‘Y foi.e.i awakening—will be her death 

r .something worse. She must awaken 
hc-r.--If She must t ome out of her delusion 
by herself, of herself—naturally and quiet¬ 
'll'.' 

t:-b-ul—" the little man's lips stammer¬ 
'd helplessly. The rest of his question 
would not ask itself, hut the doctor read it 
In Ins anxious fin e. He got up ami forced 
the little man Into a chair gently. Then ne 
stood over him with hts big square bulk 
and gave him comfort. 

Man alive." he said, "are you going ilaft. 
loo? \\ in she come out of It?'—mat s what 
Sou want to ask. oh? Well. then, listen— 
i believe She will. I—believe—she—will. I 
believe there will In a quiet, natural wak¬ 
ing up of In r own accord—when the time 
comes. Hut you've got to wait for It. 
Y"U’ve got to watch over her constantly 
and See to It that no lubls-rlng Idiot breaks 
tin- spell of her dream for her. I told you 
w it that would mean. You've got to wall 
- m.I the l/ord give you patience!" 

It Is t.rrlhlo—the waiting." Marshall 
Graham said slowly. 

It is ttrrlble to see her so happy, doc¬ 
tor!" 

.! lord. man. wouldn't it be worse to 

: • her miserable?" 

"In one way—In one way." groaned the 
nr ken litile man. 

'flu- doctor settled hack Into his pivot 
i hair and adjusted his linger tips once more 
precisely. 

"It s an unusual case -an unusual case, 
n.y .bar sir." h- said in his stilt..! profes¬ 
sional tone. "The shock was so severe—It 
Is eld >m one It ses four children at a single 
Mow. And then h-r Hrrlble lllioss that fui- 


his horses and things lying round to keep 
me patient till he comes. I don’t see—I 
can't understand—" 

"Isn't that a good tree? Look, Marjo!" 
Marshall Graham Interrupted quickly. 
|>oliiting with his whip, and the little crisis 
was past. They l» nt their attention to the 
choice of a Christmas tree after that, and 
roihlng more was said about the children's 
coming home—the little children that never 
would come. 

The tree was found at last that suited 
Marjorie—that had straight enough, sym¬ 
metrical enough, low enough branches, and 
was just big and just little enough. She 


ever again—smooth, mind you. and you 
may tie her best ribbon on. Hurry.” 

After a good deal of hurrying and 
smoothing down and wnshlng up. the 
small Coopers went. In a solemn litttle pro¬ 
cession. to the Queer Lady's. 

She was waiting at the front door. 

"Come right in.” she said eagerly, “and 
you'd better take off your things.” 

"Oh. no'm." Ann Sophy cried hurriedly. 
"We couldn't: We only had time to clean 
up outside—kee-p your mittens on.” she 
whispered in a shrill aside to Nip and 
Tuck. 

Mrs. Graham pointed to chairs, but Attn 
Sophy arranged them In a straight line, 
side by side, befjre they sat down. Then 
she seated th<m gravely, according to sixes, 
herself at the held ai.d the baby at the 
foot. They sat up primly and folded all 
their gay little mritens on their little Bhab- 
by laps. The baby's stout, abbreviated 
legs stretched straight out before him. and 
barely reached the chair's edge, 

"Now. ma'am?" Ann Sophy said, expect¬ 
antly. taking a hut sidewise view of her 
line of parade. 

"What do you want for Christmas?" 
asked the Queer Lady. 

The question was so at rupt, so unex¬ 
pected. that n row of little gasps broke 
forth unmuffled. Ann Sophy swallowed 
held. 


was very hard to suit—"for." she Insisted. 
' gently. "It must Is- a perfect one this year 
| —Just a perfect one. dear boy.” 

It was marked plainly and the locality 
I distinctly noted, so on the morrow the man 
I could go after it. and then. In the early, 
crisp winter twilight, they rode home. 

The next afternoon Marjorie sat by her 
low. d it -aopi d her constitution and put window, absently wutchlng the little Coop- 
fa tremendous Mmlrunee on nature's ineth- i ers next door build a deformed snow man. 
od o| ni-. It I* only what you would ex- | There were four of them, all sizes, and 
!>• "t. that the eure Is delayed Immensely— they all were little stout red mittens. 
Immensely, lty the way. Graham, are me Everything else they wore was old and 



I IK SAW THAT SHE II Alt IIESEMBERED. 


?• reams nil trustworthy, eh? 

It-- wheeled about and put the question 
abruptly. Marshall Graham awoke lrum 
hi- l-o p preoccupation. 

i'-rf- i lly—i V ry one of 'em. doctor." he 
s i d brlsklc. "I can trust them down to 
the ia-t I un They are all devotedly at¬ 
ria hed to Marjorie—to Mrs. Graham." 

"Good! That'll of the utmost importance. 
H im •! her. do they! Kali in with all her 
vagaries about the children?" 

"All. Poor things. It's terrible for them, 
tc.o. They wen- all so fond of the—the— 
little ones." 

"L the children's nurse still with you?” 

"Hoxy '.' • >h. yes—Mrs. Graham will not 
think of lotting her go. She is waiting for 
Pom to come home." 

Ti.e little iron's voice broke pitifully, 
lb ' aught up bis hat und hurried toward 
the door. 

"Good morning, doctor." he nabl over his 
should-r. He shut the door behind him 


worn anil shabby, like the little Cooper 
house Itself, but all the little mittens were 
dazzling and new. Mrs. Graham's eyes 
follow-d them In unconscious fascination. 
She had never noticed the little Coopers 
much b< fore—her own little children had 
never played with them. If she thought of 
them and their small, .-hubby house at all 
It had always been with gentle vexation 
because they were there Ht all, behind her 
own pretentious, handsome home. They 
were the only blot on her pretty "view." 

Today she was not thlnkirg of them 
really. She was trying to decide what 
things she was to get for the children's 
Christmas. The decorations for the tree— 
of course—those were easy enough, but 
the toys. They puzzled her, bathed her 
strangely. She couldn't stem to remem- 
bo- r— 

"They've been gone so long, the children 
have." she murmured, wistfully. "That's 


why. but I should think I'd remember. I 
Ids heavy Steps sounded down the long I Should think I'd know what Klsie'd like, 
lull. I tut Hr Sperry wss at the outer door 1 and the Girlie twins and little Peck. Mis¬ 
chief—Oh, I don't see why I'm so stupbl I 
can't remember—I can't decide. Oh. dear!" 

Hoxy, the children's nurse, came Into the 
room on an eirand—or was tl to make sure 
the children's mother was quite sufe? 

"Hoxy." the children's mother said, ab¬ 
ruptly. "did you ever have any little sisters 
an-' brothers?” 

"Me. mem? I had a little brother once, 
but he .11—he went away when he was a 
baliv." the girl answered, quietly. 

"Oh! Then you can't help me. I thought 
you might lie able to remember." 

Marjorie began her restless rocking again, 


• s.-i-on-l later und called him back. The 
Mg whit, right hand was held out to him. 
aid when It got the little nervous, tense 
•me in Its grasp, how It gripped! 

"G-«'d day. Graham." was all the doctor 
said, but th.- little man's heart was lighter 
In proportion to the tingling of his hand, 
a I-*' he went away home w ith footsteps 
that lang less heavily on the stone pave¬ 
ment*. 

Marjorie Graham, his pale, sweet wife, 
n . t him a: the ths-r. ^he was holding out 
loth hamls In welcome. 

"< >h. Marshall, have you come at last?" 


she . r " 1 ; "and her. I'vi been waiting ami 1 with a little sigh of disappointment. Then 
waiting! You bad hoy. to stay so long!” ' her eyes fell once more on the little red¬ 
id ■ dr * him Into the hall and blew me | tnlttencd band outside. They were Just 
flicks ■ i snow from his shoulders, and pat- } putting on the snow man's hea-l. The old- 
t. I I - face gently. He saw at once the I est girl was holding the baby up to do It. 
look of -l< llgl"fi:l secrecy on her fare, an-1 Mechanically the pale woman Ht the win- 


si- eh"• himself for what he knew must be 
c unlng. 

M irj'-ri. Graham was tall—half a head 
r. - 1 im and delicately frail. The rings 
of s-.ifr hair lying on h. r brow were almost 
t.'die. bn sh> was very far from old. Her 
n-h-' aspect was happily expectant. A 
rtrai—•• r looking at her sweet, pleased fare 
» • I ha.»• told himself sh- nui-t be cx- 
I' ' ng simp t" mtif-it happening—and the 
s v r would have been right. Murjorl-* 
Cr..' .iui w.i* - xpectlrg her four little dead 
i i! :i* n to '..ne home In a few days. Site 
* - g-trine re.td> for them, only the rest- 
!•-*. wistful ' betrayed any mental dis¬ 
co; . • d even :n them It was hardly ap- 
pir- nt t-> ordinary notice. 

"I’ve got a s. ret to tell you—and somr- 
tliii.a I want to do." the sweet voice cried 
ga .lv in hi* -ur. 

\ . didn't know you funny, ul-sent- 

n.it. 1 I oy not to! that next Saturday's 
i ri.-in.a-: I'hristmas -to you hear. Mar¬ 
s’ Graham? To think 1 ha -1 to tell you! 
Aid the - idldr.n coming just in time! 

T . I.pi- where they are. you know” 

n. puzzled look In her eyes—"must have 
i '• • •: 1 -st right. They must have re¬ 

ft • m'.. re l Christmas, tf you didn't, f- r- 
g- fu! !"•>* i m so thankful—why Mar- 
■ ' Graham, wlint kind of a i'hristmas 
wo . 1 It be without th-- children! And 
that makes m- think --f th-- rest of it. 
Tl ' th-- secret. : i d now what I want 
v.-ii !•» -b- Is— can't you guess?" 

Fh- tllr-d h. r hea-l und looked at him 
i.ly. lie made a brave attempt at smll- 
lr - an -1 shook Ids head. 

"t'an't do tt, ma'am. I'm not as good 
:i fa* -• r as 1 am forg-dter." 

”\\.ll. then, take your wife nut in the 
si- -) t-> . hoos*- a I'hristmas tree!" she 

- rl.-.l "That's what. You took m-- last 
V-.r and the y.-ar before—and be for.—an-1 
before. *'h. most bark to tbe Hood' Hid 
'idi.k j.iu w.-re g.-lr.g t.. get ..(I this 
."nr" Not a bit ..f It sir! WVII go right 
after lunch—way out tn the country, you 
know. I'm going t- he very particular to 
g't a tin.- on- this lira- " 

-hatted ..p too busily to notice the 
b-'-k pain on th- little man's face. When 
sh-' fa.aincd at it. it was smiling again 

bravely. 

They w. nt right after lunch. The sun 
Was shining and a smart little wind sent 
a flurry of light snow Into their faces, an -1 
Mar. rie laughed al it. The cutter sped 
ab nz out of th-- city, into lovely snow- 
chnstened country roads. 

"I'm so happy, -leur boy." Majorle sal- 1 . 
"There's so much to I happy over! The 
children coining h-.me-Isn't that enough to 
make a mother feel happy? Oh. but you 
don't know—you -ant think, -tear, how 
1 V- Men missing them! How could you 
know when you're nothing but a man. poor 
b-y? Its -lltTer. nt with mothers—there, 
you needn’t look so grleve-l, dear! of 
C-urse you've missed them, too." 

“Yes, I've mi.-se-l them, too,” the little 
man said steadily. 

Elsie an -1 the girlie twjns arc bad 
enough.’ ran on the sweet voice tn Ids 
ear," but Oh. the baby! You can't think 
hov. 1 miss ihut little peck o' mischief. 
Marshall! It makes me ache. I keep all 


dow counted little cold blue nones. "Why," 



Into the Enchanted Land. 

she cried softly, "why. Roxy"—but Roxy 
was gon*—"tiler.' are four of them! There 
are just four and—why. they are aimost the 
same sizes, too! One. two. thre-—three of 
them girls and the little one's a boy!” 

Sh-- sat up. mildly excited. Little red 
spots blossomed out In her white cheeks, 
•lust four and Just— almost— the same sizes! 
Then she had an Inspiration. 

"Oh. yes. they'd know.” she cried. 
“They'd know everything!" 

Sh-- raised the window a little way and 
railed down to them In her clear, sweet 
voice that "carried” distinctly 

"Little children! Little girl—you oldest 
cne! Won't you please come over here and 
sc. me a little while? I want to ask you 
something." 

The children stopped their play and look¬ 
ed at each other with round, astonished 

eyes. 

"oh. my!" said Nip. excitedly. 

"oh. my!" said Tuck. 

Nip an -1 Tuck always said the same 
things. 

"Let's go tell mother." advised Ann So¬ 
phy wisely. "I'll ask my mother, ma'am." 
she called up to the eager face at the win- 
•low. - 

"Mother, mother." they all chorused, 
"the Queer Lady wants us to go over there 
i n' see her—she called us out o' the winder, 
honest she did! She wants to ask us some¬ 
thin'.” 

"Yes." Ann Sophy recapitulated with 

slow emphasis, “honest.” 

"Well, of all things!” ejaculated Mrs. 
Cooper in amazement. "I declare! Well. I 
spose you'll go. She's harmless and they 
say she has to be humored. But you’ve 
got to clean up. Ann Sophy, you scrub the 
baby's face. Nip, you braid Tucky*a hair 


"Ma'am?” 

'•What would you like heal? Tell me nil 
ihe things." the Queer tody's sweet voice 
hurried on earnestly. She was too ubsorla-d 
It- her own thoughts to set how surprised 
and how wistful Ihe little faces all were. 
She hardly noticed th.m at all. She was 
waiting, pen. tl and tablet In hand, for Ann 
Stphy's r-ply. "First—what?" she urged. 
"I want to make a list." 

"Oh—oh!" Ann Sjpliy was too bewildered 
to consider clearly. Htr eyes sough! her 
red mil i-iis In her l.-.p. and then. In a flash 

she retn-mh red Ihe ret vent ambition of h-r 
narrow little life. "Oh. a pair o' kid 
gloves." she cried, "with plenty o' buttons! 
An' a book with pictures of cows an' trees 
an' country In It—an' a music Prx—an' side 
combs, an'—" her tongue was loosened. 
St." potirej out her cherished dreams In a 
little turbulent flood of < loouence. The 
Queer Lady's pen -11 could hardly keep up 
with It. Ann Sophy had given them cour¬ 
age and they stuyed not upon the order of 
their saying, but said It all. with shrill en¬ 
thusiasm Even the baby express-.! his 
wishes fluently. ,f not clearly. 

On their way home the little Coopers 
talked It all over. 

"She's n-goln' to give us a Christmas!" 
shouted Nip In an ecslacy of delight. 

"She's a-going to!" echoed Tuck. 

"Hush, she'll hear you!" Ann Sonhy 
cautioned them, but tier staid little face 
was quietly radiant. She was almost 
ready to believe It herself. 

"I don't know—It looks kind of so" 
she said, wistfully. 

"Huh. course It's so. What's she wanl 
us all to choose things for. then?” said 
Nip. scornfully. 

"Yes. what'd she want us to for?" 

"Well, I don't know—it kind of looks 
so honest." repeuted Ann Sophy, slowlv. 

"Hoor-ray! An' we warn't goin' to have, 
any Christmas before—not a single thing 
Ann Sophy Cooper, 'cause the coal bin's, 
rrrst empty!” 

"No. we warn't—not a single. Ann Sophy 
Cooper!” 

"Hoor-ray!" 

"Hoor-ray!" 

"I can't help It—It looks kind of so." 
murmured Ann Sophy's wistful voice again. 

The Queer I.i-dy. left alone, was look¬ 
ing over her list. It was not altogether 
satisfactory. She was a little disappointed. 
Some of the things were so queer. If she 
could only remember—did children really 
want such things as those? 

"Well." she said, foiling the list care¬ 
fully. "I’ll get all these things, anyway, 
and perhaps they'll suggest others that 
aren't so .queer." 

The few Intervening days went past on 
swift wings. Marjorie Graham was very 
Lusy and happy. The children would 
come on Christmas eve. Just in time to 
hang up their -stockings. And. meantime, 
there was so much to do—so many beauti¬ 
ful things to see to! 

Two days before Christmas Marshall 
Graham euine home unusually early In the 
afternoon. Twilight was Just beginning to 
fold In th-' merry Christmas world, lie 
hurried up the steps. Hoxy let hint In. 

"Where Is Mar—where is Mrs. Ora hum'.— 
he asked anxiously. 

The girl's pleasant, buxom face quivered 
suddenly. She pointed toward the parlor 
door. 

“In there." she said huskily. Then she 
sank down on the stairs und broke into 
hushed sobbing, swaying buck and forth 
and rocking her arms. 

“She's Axing the—the—It," she sobbed 
under her breath. 

Tic little man braced him-clf as for a 
bhw. and went Into the parlor. Marjorie 
earn- to meet him with a laugh of tri¬ 
umph. 

“See. dear boy!” she cried, "Isn't 
lovely? It's all ready but lighting 
randies. 1 couldn't wait till Christmas io 
lix it. You see. I can keep the parlor door 
locked—the children won't know, and 
can keep coming In to admire It. N 
come over this side—there! that's the be 
view of it Now. you dear boy, say It 
the loveliest tree you ever saw—say It' 
Begin, ‘It's the loveliest—' " 

She was darting In and out among the 
laden branches, readjusting and relooping 
Her eager eyes shone like candles to him 

"Say It. dear boy. why don't you begin 
she cried gayly. And the little man drew 
a long, sobbing breath and said It us well 
as he could. It satisfied her. She was too 
preoccupied to think his voice was stilted 
and strained. 

"Those little Cooper children helped quite 
a lot. I called them In. You can't think 
whut funny little things they were! There 
It's quite, quite done. Tie my hands so I 
won't touch unother thing! And over here 
see. on this sofa, are the stocking things 
Four plies—this little soft one's Peck o' 
Mischief's!" 

The tears were running helplessly down 
the little man’s face, but she did not see 
them. He kept his bead turned away 
Four plies of toys were ranged in a prim 
row and four little black stockings lay be¬ 
side them, their limp lengths dangling over 
the sofa's edge. Outside In the hall Roxy 
rocked her arms and cried tears of honest 
love. That evening Marshall Graham 
called on Dr. Sperry again. He told the 
whole sad little story, and the kind-hearted 
doctor hemmed and coughed and polished 
and repollshed his spectacles. "My dear 
sir,” he began, then coughed and tried 
again. "My dear sir, you must wait. Walt 
i and the Lord help you! I tell you there's 


it 

th- 

to 


nothing else to do; sic mtist waken of her¬ 
self. Shock? Man alive, could she waken 
without a shook? But It will be mercifully 
easier If It comes as naturally as possible. 
I tell'you It will be the difference between 
life and death to her. : You say she talks of 
not remembering? Just so. I believe she 
Is going to remember by and by. And It 
will come upon her gently. I believe it. 
Y'ou must wait.” t 

"But Christmas, doctor?" 

“I know—I know. . It will have to come. 
But wait. wait. The waking up may come, 
too. If not in time, you npust explain, pre¬ 
varicate. anything to satisfy her." 

And so. with hts heavy heart, the little 
man went he.me. 

In the middle of tlje night he_Woke up In 
unexplainable terror,' to see Marjorie com¬ 
ing in at the tleor with a lighted lamp In 
her hand. She had rfh a phle blue wrap and 
In the dim light she looked too pale ana 
frail to be embodied. He sat up lr. bed and 
held out his hands. 

"Marjo, Marjo," he called. And then as 
she came nearer he saw her face plainly. 

"Oh. Marjo!" 

For he saw that she had remembered. 
He read it Instantly In her face. In her 
sad. quiet eyes. There was no restlessness 
In them at all She came up quite close be¬ 
fore she s|wko. The hand that hold the 
lamp did not tremble. It wns quite Arm 
when she set the light down beside him. 

"1 went down to look at the tree, dear 
boy.” she sal-1 steadily, "and all at once 
I remembered. The children are dead. 
They are not coming home to Christmas. 
Dear boy. dear boy!” 

With a sudden cry she threw herselt 
beside him on the floor, with her face In 
his arms, and cried the terrible, beautiful, 
life-saving tears he had longed for. An 
hour—two hours—they never knew how 
long they lasted. It may have been but 
a short time. It seemed a long. long time 
to the little man. 

The llrsl faint light of morning was 
creeping in to them when Marjorie lifted 
her face. It was swollen and stained with 
the blessed tears, but It smiled at him 
bravely. 

"Dear boy—poor boy. I am glad I rement- 
liere-l for your sake." she said gently. 
"And—and we have each other, dear boy." 

Chrislmus morning ushered in the most 
wonderful, the most glorious day In all 
the short lives of the little Cooper chil¬ 
dren. Their wildest hopes were realized, 
and though Nip said "I told you so" in 
gleeful triumph, for once Tuck failed to 
echo her. 

"You never!" she cried In scorn, "you 
never told me so. Nip Cooper. You couldn't 
'ave told It all if you'd been tellin' me so 
ever since!" 

In the early evening, just at early Christ¬ 
mas tree candle light—for Marjorie would 
have It so—ail the little Coopers forme-1 
in awe-1 procession and crunched through 
the new snow to the Queer Lady's. And 
the Queer Ivady met them at the -loor an-1 
led them Into Enchanted Land. She was 
smiling down at them. 

Afterward Nip confided lo Tuck that 
that smile looked Just us If she was cry¬ 
ing. 

"But she didn't look 'queer' a bit—nut 
even kind of so." said Ann Sophy softly. 


"THE XIGHT lIKKOItK CHRISTMAS." 


How the Famous t)l-l INiera Was 
Written. 

From the ChirAgn News. 

It has been nearly three-quarlNrs of t 
century since Ihe verses beginning, 

■' 'Twas the night before Christmas, when 
all through the house 
Not a creature was stirring, not even a 
mouse,"— 

llrsl saw the light of print, appearing In 
the Troy Sentinel of December 13 . 1828 . As 
published then it was anonymous, but It 
w«s prophetical of Its coming popularity 
that -ven In that -lay. unfavorable as it 
was for newspaper Illustration. It was ac¬ 
companied by a picture of Santa Claus on 
his r-iunus. In the time intervening it has 
become known to practically every man. 
woman ami child In America, has apical 
hence to the widest limits of tll<- En tlish- 
sp-aklng race, has been translated Into the 
lui.'guugc of every nation that has a Santa 
Claus, and is little. U any, short of be'.i.g 
the most popular poem In the world. Hoi 
years it was an annual feature of all 
American newspapers. Then. In 1SII. it 
was acknowledged by Its learned author. 
I-Ing Included in a little volume of lil- 
poents publisnc.l In New York Thence its 
Inclusion In school readers and all kin -1 ol 
declamation books was only a matter of a 
snort lime. In lsftt the edition that tits' 
attained wide distribution was Issued, with 
the pleasant illustrations made by Felix 
O. C. Harley, which are remembered grate¬ 
fully by any number of persons now crawl¬ 
ing reluctantly Into middle life. It Is sur¬ 
prising. considering the vogue they once 
enjoyed, that they cannot be bought to¬ 
day in a modern edition. 

It will be a surprise to many to learn 
that "The Night Before Christmas" was 
written by the erudite doctor of laws who 
pi-pared the first Hebrew dictionary ever 
published In America. He was Clement C. 
Moore, a descendant of a famous family In 
the history of the Episcopalian church, 
und himself one of Its most notable bene¬ 
factor*. His father was the Right Rev. 
L'-nJamln Moore, who succeeded Kisho; 
I’rovost In the illocese of New York, hav¬ 
ing been the president of King’s Collcgc- 
now Columbia ITilversity—and tbe rectoi 
of Trinity Church In New York, all He 
dignitaries named being then, as now. tin 
highest In the gift of the denomination. 
It-shop Moore was the son of Lieut. Samu. . 
Me ore. a gallant ollicer In the eolunhi 
wars, and live generations removed Iron 
ti.e Rev. John Moors who was the firs 
minister In Newtpi., L. L. dying th-re h 
1 - 137 . Charity Clarke Moore, tin- mother oi 
the poet, was the Second daughter of Mitj. 
Thomaa Clarke, who fought for the Brit 
ish crown an -1 Its possessions In the days 
before the revolution. He was a man oi 
large means an-1 built him a mansion, 
which be called "Chelsea." a goodly -Us 
lar.ee out from th.' city of Now York In 
those -lays, though Its exact site was what 
is row IKtd street. 2W) f-'- t cast of iltli ave¬ 
nue. At that time It stood on a high Inti 
the lawn sloping down with handsome ter- 
rt*ecs to the shady banks of the Hudson. 
Ruilt about 17 SA. the original structure 
stood until Its destruction by tire during 
the last Illness of Its owner. lie was res¬ 
et--I with difficulty and the shock un¬ 
doubtedly hastened Ills end. It was re¬ 
built by his wblow- .'111-1 came by inheri¬ 
tance to the poet's mother. It stood until 
1 N 3 U. when It was torn down lo mak- room 
for the advancing city. 

it was in Ibis spacious bouse, with Its 
a-res of beautiful grounds, that Clement 
t'iarke Moore was bom -u July 13 . 17 M. 
The only ch!l-l of his patents an-1 the heir 
to great wealth from both Ills father and 
mother, there was nothing which money, 
learning and distinguished ancestry cou.d 
not obtain for him. Ills father gave him 
his preliminary education and lie was grad¬ 
uated from Columbia In lT'.is. Though in¬ 
tended for the ministry, he never took or¬ 
ders. but occupied himself with his He¬ 
brew dictionary and other matters suit¬ 
able lo his erudition. He was early In¬ 
terested in the General Theosophical Sem¬ 
inary of the Episcopal Church. In lsts he 
gave It the tract of land buunoc-l by L’tnli 
street. 'JIeI street, mb. avenue and the Hud¬ 
son. Three years later he ucccpled the 
chair of oriental and'Greek literature from 
its faculty, anil there btjsicd himself until 
his death at his summer Lome in Newport 
on Julj lu. lstih. 

The poem which hks given him greater 
fame than till tils learning -and benefactions 
was written as a gfystllhc and given his 
children as a rbrlsynas piesent Just sev¬ 
enty-live years ago.' Ho tie.ught little of 
It at the time, or taler. Indeed, It Is pos¬ 
sible It would never have become known 
t> the world at all had, not the eldest 
dat'ghter of the Rev, David Butler. D. D.. 
rector of St. Paul's la Tiny. N. Y.. seen the 
lines during a visit to New York the year 
after they were composed, and published 
them in the paper mentioned without their 
author’s consent. l^Js said that nothing 
but the speedy popularity the verses at¬ 
tained procured Mlsi'Butler's forgiveness 
All these facts, with a facsimile of Dr. 
Moore's own manuscript, have Just be-n 
published by William S. Pelletreau, A.M. 

Hon He Announced I«. 

From the Troy Times. 

Bishop Wilson of Calcutta was called 
eccentric, which seems a rilld term In view 
of some of the stories told of him. Here 
Is one: "A young clerical servant of the 
company, newly arrived from home, was a 
guest at the palace, awaiting orders, and 
Interceded with the domestic chaplain to 
got him a good station. The lmportunlty 
reoched the bishop In due course, but for 
some days produced no response. At last 
*ne evening the decision was thus strange¬ 
ly Imparted: "Behold. O Lord, thy serv¬ 
ants assembled under this roof, especially 

the Rev. Mr.-. Cast over him thy 

protection, seeing that he leaves us tomor¬ 
row morning for the remote and Insalu¬ 
brious station of -.' naming one of the 

‘penal settlements' of the aervioe." 



A CHRISTM AS DIWBR. 


GENUINE ENJOYMENT 


How Tommy Atkins Spends the 
Greatest Day of the Year. 


ALLOWED TO OVERSTEP ALL BOUNDS 

Stints Himself for Weeks to 
Splurge Just Once. 


PLENTY TO EAT AND DRINK 



Written for Tlic Evening Slnr by Lieut. K. S--.ll- 
lau. 1C. A. 

HRISTMAS DAY TO 
the soldier In the 
United Slates army 
means little more 
than an annually re¬ 
curring holiday, with 
Its customary plum 
pudding and freedom 
front drill, bringing 
also lo the more lor- 
Innate perhaps. a 

day's leave -n which 
to visit ol-l friends 
and relations. Tit-re 
ate practically no 
teglmetitnl -r service traditions connected 
with the great feast, and, though disci¬ 
pline is slightly r. taxed for the -lay. yet 
there is but little lo distinguish Xmas 
front the other gteat American holidays. 

But to the British soldier Christmas 
Is the "day of days," a brief, flitting 
term during which the military charac¬ 
ter Is relegated to a back seal und 
"Tommy” enjoys a short return to -l- 
viiian life an -1 liberties. The men left in 
barracks who. whether from choice or 
necessity, have not yet taken their 
mouth's "furlough," begin to look for¬ 
ward to the annual merrymaking for 
weeks I-forehand, and speak of It for 
lays afterward with an affectionate re¬ 
membrance. That Is. the old hands, or 
veterans; to the younger generation, un¬ 
acquainted with the traditions of the 
servlet and -lazziel by modern erlcket 
luncheons, regimental races and the an¬ 
nual "sports meeting." I'hristmas Is no 
longer such an object of veneration, and 
has been somewhat shorn of its ,-rlstilie 
glory and splendor. Yet enough of the 
old-time practice remains to make ait 
account of them prove highly interest¬ 
ing and diverting to an "outsider." 

The I’rcparations Begin. 

About a month before the great day 
the steady, prudent men begin I-- nave 
from their "pocket money" whatever small 
sums they can. laying those by in hoard¬ 
ing receptacles, or "dlmmcckiug bags." 
as they are called, with a view to en¬ 
hancing the festivities by a contribution 
,n Christmas eve. Some there are who, 
doubting their ability to refrain from - on- 
mining their regular quantity of beer 
.liid lubuocj at the canteen, so long Ihe 
jingling c-pi-ers seems to burn boles in 
their |>oeiU'!s. request the s.-rgeant major 
deduct so much from their weekly pay 
• nd put It down to tin- regimental Christ¬ 
inas utiir-cr fund: in the v-tii n-ular, they 
are sun! to be "on the peg." or un-h-i 
"stoppages." As a consequence of tills 
abstinentc the morning "defaulter's list" 

l. -'fa-lns to diminish and the guard room to 
show a corresponding lack of Inmates, 
for punishment at this season means a 
probable loss of privileges and incurring 
pcnalli- s, such as living detailed lor guard 
iaty on lit-' -la" itself. 

Soon th- barrack rooms begin to as¬ 
sume an unwonted aspect, and the or- 
J-rly ollU-r conveniently winks at the 
Hxordoied st ite of the walls and roof 
luring 'he -lays devoted to decoration. 
The ever-present ban !y man is detailed 
lo sup. ri.iteti 1 tite work of ornamenta¬ 
tion, and uni- r his directions an-1 with 
Ids assistance the jeeupants of each 
loom devote their leisure lim- to adorn¬ 
ing the walls, roof, tireplac and even 
d-ors with unique r- pro i n-tlons of the 
regimental motto and Vrest, while sea¬ 
sonable illustrations from the current 
papers and periodicals arc pinned up In 
every vacant spot, and elaborate fes¬ 
toons of- colored or glided paper endow 
the hanging lanttis or gas jets with an 
extraordinary appearance of gaiety. At 
the dullest of times the bare look of the 
barrack room is reli- ved by some nretty 
and attractive decorations, but st t'hrlst- 
mastiile “gorgeous" is the only word that 
convoys an 1-lea of the effect produced. 
Adjacent shrubberies even are despoiled 
under the cover of darkness to supply 
the "green stuff' necessary, and holly. 

m. stletoe and evergreens endeavor to con¬ 
ceal the objectionable white-washed walls. 

Goose or I'lgr. 

The major, captain an-1 subaltern olli- 
cers also contribute liberally to the fum£ 
providing each a quart of beer per man 
or a load of coal to each room, an-1 add¬ 
ing a substantial sum In money to aid in 
obtaining the all-importat dinner. A most 
amusing feature Is the inevitable debate 
among the members of each barrack 
loom as to what shall be obtained as the 
piece de resistance for the feast. It must 
lie remembered that In the British army 
the men sleep and eat in the same apart¬ 
ment. twelve or fourteen beds being al¬ 
lotted to each barrack room. Hence, each 
company contains several small "messes” 
which are distinct. Generally the occu¬ 
pants of two noma form a mess of about 
twenty-four or twenty-five In one of the 
rooms; this Is especially the case on great 
ct cations, such as the present. Now an¬ 
cient custom and time-honored traditions 
have decreed that there are but two dishes 
fit for a Christmas dinner—roast goose 
and roast pork. Rarely, tf ever, is this 
rule departed from, and naturally the 
adherents of either delicacy are very stub¬ 
born and Irreconcilable. It Is a curious 
fact that the old soldier inclines to the 
homely but satisfying "bird," while the 
"cruity" and young soldier seems equal¬ 
ly prejudiced In favor of the more succu¬ 
lent ptg. In deciding this knotty ques¬ 
tion the majority, of course, is bound to 
rule, and the disappointed "gourmands" 
take to their defeat very kindly, to Judge 
by results at the table. The usual scale 
uf provision Is one goose or a leg of pork 
<o every three men. 

Eagly on the eagerly awaited “eve" 
the corporal in charge of each room col¬ 
lects the "dlmmocked" hoards and ob¬ 
tains the "stoppages" money from the 
sergeant major. The latter official un¬ 
dertakes the necessary marketing, while 
the corporals are commissioned to ex¬ 


pend the money they ltave obtained tn 
purchasing a keg of b.-i-r and some bot- 
tbs of wire or spirits. Two gallons --f 
porter -always porter) t- a man is tin- 
customary allowance, so that u falr-sl7.--:l 
keg must t>- had. and In order that no 
undue expense be incurred this article In 
always procured. If th-' corporal be as¬ 
tute. from the nearest brewery. 

The ChrisliUiiM I'u-I-I ing. 

Tin preparation an I cooking of the 
Ohristm..,-. pudding' Is a momentous af¬ 
fair; toward th-* evening one ran see 
the men working hard In each room, 
stoning fruit, betting eggs and chopping 
fuel, under the careful supervision of some 
gray-halr-sl veteran, who laboriously eon.s 
over and over again a In-thumbed an-1 
ragged recipe. The pudding mixed, and 
every man having given it a good stir, to 
Insure success, clean towels, carefully pre¬ 
served for the occasion, an- use-1 to wrap 
It up in, and torn a small procession es¬ 
corts this sin.- -pm non of all i'hristmas 
-liiiii-rs to the cook house, and ord- rly men 
ar. de;ailed to take tmiis at watching the 
culinary operations -luring the lonely houts 
of the night. And wakeful must the 
watchers be. for an Improperly cooked or 
burnt plum pudding means condign pun¬ 
ishment "well laid on" for the offender. 

Reveille! How alert every one seems 
this cold Christmas morning—no turning 
over for Just another live minutes' sno-iz- 
—all is life and bust!-- in Ihe barrack 
rooms, for the great -lay has dawned at 
last. Rat-tat! "Good morning! A merry 
Christmas to all of you!" says a strong, 
cheery voice, as presently the "woman" 
of the room, who washes the men's things 
for them, and Is herself a soldier's wife, 
-king out a scanty - impotence |,y tin- 
work. appears, according to traditional 
usage, and from the Innermost recess, s 
of her mysterious apparel pr.-duecs a 1-ot- 
lie end a glass—the latter, -if course. *-m|>- 
ty. but the former lili-i with some qu—-r 
but potent spirits. A measure to every 
inmate of the room, starting with the old¬ 
est. Is this lady's program, and It Is rai¬ 
ned -mt without any variations, save mat 
p- I'haps. to the latest-joined recruit sh. 
n ay administer a kiss Instead of a “caul 
k-r." advising him at the same time to 
henceforth consider the regiment hi#' 
mother. 

I.nylnK Out 

Tills Interesting 


Hie Tables. 

Inauguration 


cere¬ 


mony over, attention Is devoted to break¬ 
fast and preparing for church parade. 
Already one begins to observe a flushed 
look among some of the more reckless 
characters, for. though the canteen will 
r.ot open till noon, and the barrel In th. 
corner will not be tap-h-d till after din¬ 
ner. yet the soldier that wants a drink 
-an always procure It from some myste¬ 
rious source, no matter what the visible 
an.l outward restrictions may be. Rut to¬ 
day that unmistakable look passes seem¬ 
ingly unnoticed by the lnsi-ecting officers, 
and immediately after service every man 
has his work cut out to assist In the l«ir- 
ra.-k room. Here the tables are laid out. 
clean sheets for tablecloths, and the 
crockery borrowed from the married wo¬ 
men of the regiment. Every knife, fork 
an.l basin is |-olis!i--d till It shines again, 
end wh-n at last the steaming hot dishes 
ar-- brought in by the cook's mates, both 
the no.-ttil- and the eyes are pleasantly 
ns.-ailed. Before the brave fellows can be¬ 
gin the repast, however. It is necessary to 
receive the officers. 

First comes the officer of the day. with 
his --ustomary brief visit. Then enters 
-nt the scene the colonel, ntt-n-h-d by the 
battalion major, company captain and sub¬ 
altern officers. After the usual Inquiry as 
to complaints, the colonel in a few pleas¬ 
ant words admires the decorations and 
wishes the men a nt- rry Christmas. In 
r.-si—nse a sul-Imd "Same to you. sir. 
and many of them" is heard, and th-- 
■ •Hirers are Invited to partake of wine or 
spirits, as they prefer, which the sergeant 
offers --n a wait- r. A hearty cheer Is 
then given f-.r the colonel and another for 
each of the officers. In the midst of which 
the latter hasten out to the next room, 
though you will generally Iiad the last- 
joined subaltern lagging behind to hear 
his name cheered and rejoice In his pop¬ 
ularity! 

A Royal Fcnst. 

An -1 t.ow they fall to. those hungry dev¬ 
ils. for many a one ate little or no break¬ 
fast In order to have the more room for 
dinner, and the roast meat Is washed 
down with the officers' quarts of beer, 
followed by the glorious plum pudding 
and more be-r. Then the luekeart man. 
who has lain In a large supply of fruit, 
sweets and other delicacies, provides the 
dessert from Ills cart, and pr< paratlons arc 
made for the afternoon sitting. Beds, 
forms and tables are crowded round the 
roaring tire; the barrel of porter so wist¬ 
fully eyed all the morning is broached at 
last, and a large tin pall filled from It is 
handed round to replenish the vessels 
which do duty for mugs. 

Tobacco and pipes are put In requlsi- 
ticn, and Tommy Atkins enjoys for a 
brief, happy period the delight of his 
lifts—an unlimited quantity of beer, oih-ii- 
ly consumed in barracks. By und by th- 
married men and their wiv.-s drop In— 
a "little s-mu thing hot" is always ready 
f«*r the womi-nklt-d. Songs are the or¬ 
der of the day, always sentimental be tt 
n- t--d. for Tommy despises your comic 
song, and has only a passing fancy f--i 
those of a bacchanalian type. Beer and 
songs—songs and beer—that Is his sum- 
mum lainum. Speeches are the excep¬ 
tion. for those that would cannot, and 
the few that could will not waste their 
time in mere words. Aid when at lust 
the keg is emptied—another "dead ma¬ 
rine." says Tommy, and turns his atten¬ 
tion to levying sufficient funds to lay In 
a supply of the necessarily inferior can¬ 
teen brund. And so It goes on till "ItglilB 
out" sounds, and another Christmas day 
Is gone over to the majority. Among the 
officers the celebration of the day Is con¬ 
ducted on a quieter scale. A supper, of 
which the exhibition of the regimental 
plate is quite a feature, speechmaking and 
dignified jollity all around are the order of 
the day. 

Tackle. 

From Life. 

•‘Darling!" he cried, and threw himself 
at her feet. 

The haughty damsel shivered, as In ap¬ 
prehension. 

"That low Princeton tackle!" she mut¬ 
tered, striving to be calm. 


Why 

"You take 1 
Browns’lron 
litters?. 


EYGLIYITS ARMY. 


no 

'.ho 

de- 


The Real Stale of Great llrll-tn's 
Sol.ll.-r> llrtenlril. 

L-iiil-'n L-tlcr l.> (Lr No. York Pn*t 
For fighting purposes, there exists 
British army In Englnn-1. There Is 
m.-re phantom of an army The chi. f 
fender of the present system hits Inteljr 
admitted that the tiurn.- ImUmIh-ii' nr* 
"equeezt 1 lcmoni-.." and the rcs-t-ve • some¬ 
thing of a sham." The yeomnniy .-rr.i- 
nally il,-«» str-mg. thourh only sr*-.- put 
In an app-nn-nce l««t s.—son is n play¬ 
thing. enabllm: a tiumls-r -f well-lo-.la 
middle-class gentlemen t-- w-or n showy 
uniform and to |.:cm. f..r a week < . », >■ , r 
(Jobbing their horse* f-.r that spa.-. . f 
time) at a cost to the pu'-li-- of some iljo.- 
'***• Firmly, th.- volunteers, of whom 
there nr. n'-out ftn.irri, though v.-rx cr.'.l- 


Te.l a 
tnlt.st 
.1-1 In 
■ t. y 
critics, 
troops. 


1 'ablc ns volunteers, cannot be c. -i-:. 
force f-.r a moment able to stand 
a modern couLn.nl.il army. It » 
unjust un-t misleading not to a l l 
•he avowal -f competent f.-r. .g'n 
what there Is of effective British 
like those tn injla. are hist rut-'. Tl- cost 
(£’*' !>cr man per annum) and th-' require¬ 
ments of the British soldier, as compare 1 
with continental troops, ar.- huge. Hut til- 

material is second t" none, while ... 

cers have of lute made rapid strl-le* Iq 
professional Instruction, they nr. full . f 
z. al and proverbially brave. In ease of a 
Kur-q.ean.wur. h-wev-r. England w-ul l la. 
quite unable, as things ar-- now. to plu. v In 
the field .a single --ffii i. nt army corps. 

These things were, of course, thoroughly 
well known to specialists. !—th urm> -ffl- 
ers and ne-mU-rs of parliament. In-l-s-d. 
the disastrous results of the |h 7 -i sell-inn 
were made manifest nine y-ars later in 
South Africa, -'on plaints have sine not 
las-ii wanting, and - zpllclt warnings were 
given In 1.x- nt llscusstons of th- w.-r 
office estimates. Hu' th- real slate of 
affairs wns hush- d up and all km-is --f 
shirts and o\|H'dlcnts were had r-'cnursa 
to In order to sav. appearances. Kv- ii tho’ 
dispatch of the guards to Gibraltar hud no 
“th. r -bjecfln view. Th- h-avy -1.1111111-1*, 
however, mail- during the h-st iwLo 
months upon th* military r- soure. s ,,f tiii 
country have brought matters to a cllinrx. 
und Lord L.insd'-wnc's Intimation, tw - 
in-nth. ago. that auolher million would !>« 
loqulr.-d n-xi y.-ar has tad Hie . ff.-.-t 
which all d-man ls for further credits luivw 
In this Country an Inquiry how th.- J-iii.U 
nlr-ii ly vut-x! have been spent. Not that 
'h-re Is any Indisposition to make th« 
n-cessnry and i t . d a liberal provision .'--r 
the army. While England devotes t^!.-•■).- 
"oo for her ptiriv aJ-'-l navy a match for 
the combined navies of any thre- European 
l-w. rs—her army, such as it is. iihs-rha 
r.o less that" (1 '.i.-mo.-»«i. In'slib s th sums 
c-ntrihiilcd by Lidia for the transport ..nd 
maintenance ..f British troops In that de¬ 
pendency. The entire German army c-.s-.s 
something less. 

The explanation I- r Ibis slate <>f tilings 
Is to Im- found In the fossilized tm-llli-ns 
which i~ rvi.de the army and the Ineurahlw 
worthlessness of the war office adminis¬ 
tration. 


A Vegetable Hnlr Exterminator. 

The “Juailial plant." which 1* found r>n 
riversides In tropical Ant. rtca. has curt-ms 
pr- perries. Horses, ir they cat It, lose tin* 
hnlr from their manes an.l tails. \\ hen fed 
exclusively on corn and grass they will re¬ 
cover. but the new hatr will 1~- totally- dif¬ 
ferent In color and texture from tn-- old. 
Ruminant animals niw not thus ntT'-c -d. 
and Its growth Is actually encouraged us a 
fodder plant for cattle, sheep and goats. 




Behind every rrexl 
man you will find a 
[ great mother Behind 
every gr-al 
cQ'^' man you w ill 

--find a healthy 

(9 J 

'i c a 1 and 
mt nlal wel¬ 
fare depend 
to a tremen¬ 
dous degree 
upon the 
ui-'llirr’s con¬ 
dition during 
the period of 
gestation. If, 
during these 
critical 
months, the 
mother suf¬ 
fers from 
weakness 
and disease 
of the deli- 
catc and im¬ 
portant or¬ 
gans that bear the burdens of maternity, the 
chances are that her child will he weak, 
puny and sickly, with the seeds of serious 
disease already implahted in its little body 
at birth. If the mother, during the interest¬ 
ing period, suffers from the abnormal men¬ 
tal states which recur periodically with wo¬ 
men who arc weak in a womanly way. these 
conditions will impress themselves upon 
the mind of the child. 

Every woman wants children who ara 
both physically und mentally healthy. 
Every woman may have that kind of chil¬ 
dren if she will take proper care of herself 
in a womanly way. Dr Pierce's Favorite 
Prescription is the best of all medicines for 
prospective mothers. It acts directly on 
the delicate and important organs that hear 
the brunt of maternity. It makes them 
strong, healthy, vigorous, virile and elastic. 
It allays inflammation, heals ulceration, 
soothes pain and tones and builds up the 
shattered nerves. It banishes the usual dis¬ 
comforts of the critical period, ami makes 
baby's introduction lo the world easy and 
almost painless. It insures the little new 
comer's health ami a bountiful supply of 
nourishment. 

A book about keeping well Dr. Pierce's 
Common Sense Medical Adviser. For pa¬ 
per-covered copy send 21 one cent stamps 
to cover mailing only. Cloth binding. 31 
stamps. Dr. U. V. Pierce, Buffalo. N. Y. 



Nearly 


Eight Million Elgins 

More watches than any other factory 
in the world has produced in the same 
period. 

A Full Ruby Jeweled Elgin Watch 

has pivotal parts of such hardness, acting 
upon jeweled bearings, together with 
such exquisite exactness of adjustment 
that it is practically wear-proof-and 
unvarying in action. 

All Elgin watches are good—Pull Ruby 
Jeweled are best — at all Jewelers. 

An Clghi Wafe-h linn bos (W nt i "lira* 
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BRENTANO’S 

have established permanently their 
policy of selling ail books at 

Sweeping Ketmcttons from 
publishers’ prices. 

A most complete dock of boob in all 
departments of Literature. 


CATALOGUES FREE. 
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1015 Penn. Ara., Washington, D. 0. 


Do23-tu.tbA*-4w 







